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A FRIENDLY REBUKE. 


‘‘*THANKS FOR A VERY PLEASANT EVENING, AND GOOD-NIGHT, 
H err Proressor. I’M SORRY TO HAVE TO LEAVE YOU 80 EARLY!’ 

‘‘Acn! FRAULFIN, WHEN YoU COME TO 8EE US, YOUR STAYS 4RE 
ALWAYS 80 SHORT!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
‘Tne Universat Literary Surety Company, Limirep.” 


I nave just gone through a startling experience, and I desire 
to communicate the details to the public before they shall have 
faded from my memory. It is of course a mere truism to say 
that many strange things are being done in our very midst with- 
out our being in the least aware of them; but it is certainly 
extraordinary that anything connected with literature should at 
the present day remain hid, for has not the man in the street 
taken to literature, and do not countless periodicals, illustrated 
interviews, articles on “How I do my work,” with flash-light 
photographs of eminent authors in the act of composition—do 
not all these prove how deep and wide-spread is the publie inte- 
rest in all matters of literary concern? There are reasons, no 
doubt, which would lead those who know the institution of which 
I am going to speak to keep their knowledge to themselves. 
These reasons, however, do not affect me; my withers are un- 
wrung, though many a galled jade will wince when I have finished 
my story. To my task, therefore. 


\ 


x 








I HAPPENED—it was on Friday last—to be wandering in one 
of the less frequented streets in the neighbourhood of the Mile 
End Road, when my attention was a by a small black 
board hung over the entrance of a dingy block of buildings. I 
scarcely know why I should have stopped; perhaps it was an 
intuition, perhaps it was a mere chance. Anyhow, stop I did, 
and read the following advertisement, painted in dirty white 
letters on the board:—“The Universal Literary Supply Co. 
Limited. Office hours, 10 to 6. Knock and ring.” Impelled 
by an irresistible curiosity, I knocked and rang. There was a 
shuffle of feet in the passage, the door was half opened, and the 
untidy face of a house-wench peered dubiously at me. “I called 
—I mean, I wanted to see——” I began. 

“Want to see the manager, I suppose,” she interrupted ; “’e’s 
‘avin a sangwich and a pint just now, and p’raps if you’d call 
again ” At this point, a door on an upper floor was opened. 
and a gruff male voice, rendered thick by the mastication of 
bread and meat, called down, “ What’s up, Satiy?” 

“ Another on ’em wants to see you, Sir.” 

“ All right, let him in.” 





“Come, in Sir,” she said to me ; “fust door on the right on the | 
fust landin’. Mind yer at.” I minded my hat, and walked | 
upstairs. 

Tae door indicated was open, and I in. I found 
myself in an immense room, brilliantly lit yp noth Some 
fifty clerks were busily writing at desks, and hardly noticed 
my entrance. The walls were lined with cupboards and shelves 
all lettered and numbered. Huge iron boxes were ranged all 
— the _. The semnynese ae heavy, a sort of mixture 
of foolscap, ink, type-writers, proof-sheets, copying-presses, beer 
whisky, and biscuite. I cannot remember ever having noticed air of 
this peculiar kind anywhere else, and yet, somehow, I recognised 
it at once as familiar. I breathed it in with immense to, 
and my hand strayed mechanically to the pocket in which Fie 
my note-book. I did not know what notes I was going to set 
down, but I felt that I must write something. Before I could 
do so, however, an elderly man, with a grey moustache, a red 
face, a brown alpacea jacket, a turn-down collar, a brilliant red 
tie, baggy shepherd's id trousers, carpet-slippers, and with 
three quill pens stuck behind his right ear, came up to me and 

me, 


“TI presume,” he said, “that you have the usual intro- 
duction ? ” 

“Introduction?” I faltered. “I don’t quite know. What 
kind of introduction do you mean ?” 

“Oh, well, any introduction will do. We prefer a note from 
an editor, but publishers are accepted. Yes, we’ve done a lot 
of business through publishers. Of course, we can’t supply 
everybody—we do our best, but the business has grown so 
enormously that we find that we can’t accept fresh customers 
without an introduction.” 

“Of course, of course,” I said; “I quite see that; but I’m 
afraid I omitted to provide myself with one. I saw your notice, 
and as it said you were universal, I thought I’d step in. But 

‘rhaps a cheque would do, a cheque signed by an editor, I mean. 

’ve got one or two about me.” 

“Oh, yes, a cheque would do, though it’s rather unusual. 
We should not undertake to cash it, but if it is drawn for any- 
thing over £5 there would be no difficulty.” 

As luck would have it I had that very morning received a 
cheque for precisely that amount from dear old Bo.pens, the 
editor of “ Snapshots, with which is incorporated The Raffle.” I 
produced it with a certain modest pride. The effect was instan- 
taneous. 

“My dear Sir,” said the manager, “such a reference is ample. 
We shall be proud to open an account with you. What might 
you require?” 

This was another poser. I really had no notion what I re- 
quired ; indeed, I didn’t know what class of goods the establish- 
ment - yy 

“Perhaps,” I ventured to say, “I might take a look round 
first. I shall probably want a large order executed.” 

“ By all means; delighted to show you round myself. All our 
articles, I may mention, are of the very best. We receive them 
direct from the manufacturers. Now, here,” he continued, tap- 
ping one of the iron boxes, “here we have a large consignment 
of heroines.” 

“Of what?” I gasped. 

“Of heroines,” he went on, without moving a muscle; 
“heroines of novels, you know. We used to let them have the 
run of the place, but during the last year or two we found they 
carried on so dreadfully with the clerks, and put such curious 
ideas about marriage and all that into their heads, that we ’ve had 
to keep them shut up. The mothers of the clerks complained a 
good deal, and it’s always best to avoid rows. Shall I show you 
one or two?” 

(To be continued.) 


An Unpublished Soliloquy. 
(Picked up in an Imperial Railway Carriage. ) 
(** The Kaiser and the Tzan tenderly embraced one another, when parting 
at Gorlitz.”"] 

Dear Witnetm, many and many a time 
I’ve longed your Teuton nose to tweak. 

To do so now would be a crime, 
Since I have hugged your matchless cheek. 





From ovr own Irneerressiptz Joker (in want of bail).—Q. 
Why should a sea-captain be invaluable ina shop? A. Because 
he is usually a good counter skipper. 
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“NOTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN.” 


Ww: 


“Rang, 


(Cycling known to Shakspeare. ) 


Messenger. 


Spires OF THE VOLCES 


HELD ME IN CHASE, THAT I WAS FORCED TO WHEEL 





THREE“OR FOUR MILES ABouUT.”—Coriolanus§ Act I., Sc. 6. 








MEETINGS IN THE NORTH—NEW STYLE. 
As arranged by the Commissioners of H.M.'s Office of Works.) 


Holyrood Park. Time— Noon. 
Epwitn and ANGELINA, seated beneath the trees. 


Angelina (with enthusiasm). I can assure you the 
most amusing. The villain said, raising his arm, “I 
the cause of the death of your brother.” 

Edwin (apprehensively). My own one, pray be careful, you are 
giving a representation. 

Angelina (astonished). And why not? 
what I saw at the theatre. 

Edwin (sotto voce). My own, I fear that the Commissioners, 
unless they authorise it, will not allow it. 

Angelina (with a 5 ee absurd. (Continuing her 
story.) You see he laid his hand upon her arm like this. 

Edwin (looking around in alarm). Oh, don’t, dear. As a 
barrister I must tell you that that gesture may be taken as an 
‘action in dumb show.” You are really seriously infringing 
the by-laws. 

Angelina (pouting) 
thought you so clever! 
siilv { 

Edwin (distressed). My angel, you know that I would not 
harm a hair of your head ; still, it is only right to say that such 
a speech as yours might be held as an act calculated to provoke 
a breach of the peace. 

Angelina (testy). You wish to irritate me! 

Edwin (imploringly). How can you say such cruel things! 


But Holyrood is now under new rules, and we must be bound 
by them 


SCENE 
PRESENT 


jece was 
ve been 


Surely I can tell you 


You are very disagreeable. I always 
And now I believe you are dull and 





| 


Angelina (after a moment’s consideration). Well, we must 
wait until we return to London. We will continue our conver- 
sation in Kensington ns. 

Edwin (mournfully). Alas! loved one, that would not better 
the situation! rules apply equally to them, and to St. 
James’s Park, the Green Park, Regent’s Park, Primrose Hill, 
Greenwich Park, Kew Gardens, Kew Green, Hampton Court 
Gardens and Green, Richmond Park and Green, Linlithgow Peel 
and Park, the Royal Botanical Gardens, Edinburgh, and the 
Victoria Tower Gardens. (Gently, after along pause.) My own, 
my dearest, do speak to me. Come (with an attempt at gaiety), 
1 penny for my thoughts ? 

Policeman MacX. (confronting them). Now, Sir, I have 
caught you in the very act. Asking for a penny when the regu- 
lations say “that no money shall be solicited or collected in 
connection with any performance, recitation, or representation, 
And thinking is a performance, as you know as well as me. 

Edwin (with dignity). Constable, I am a counsel. If you 
knew the by-laws you quote so glibly you would be aware that 
all this may be done “ permission of the Commissioners of 
Her Majesty’s Office of Works.” 

Angelina (in tears). Oh, we haven’t got a permission ! 

Policeman MacX. (sternly). Then, Sir, all you will have to do 
is to ee penalty not exceeding £5. That is when the charge 


is proved. 

Radwin (after a moment’s hesitation). Constable, you are a 
man cf the world. Do you not think that half-a-crown, payable 
at once to you, would do as well ? 

[The scene closes in upon Policeman MacX. considering. 








Rear Autumn Hanpy-Cap.—A deerstalker. 
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THE NEWEST PALACE OF (POSTER) ART. 
(Fragments of the Cryptic Confession of a Dis- 
illusionised Devotee of the Subterhuman and 
Anti-natural. ) 
I suit my soul a poster-pl e-house, 
Wherein at ease to drowse and dwell. | 
I said, “ Oh, soul, at re iL nous, 
Dear soul, thou art a swell!” 
A railway station big as ing Cross 
I chose. Abundant space and height 
Were needful. It had windows green as 


moss, 
Which let in little light. 

Posters I hung on every ledge and shelf, 

O’er wall-place clear, or winding stair. 


My soul could live alone unto herself 
ith her ideals there! 


And “while the world plods round and 
round,” I said 


SAL , 
“ Reign thou apart, a High-Art king, 
Still as a parrot who, its supper made, 
Sleeps in its brazen ring. 
To which my soul made answer like a shot, | 
“You bet, my boy! Here I’ll abide | 
Far from old Nature’s inartistic rot, 
In superhuman pride!” 
o * 








Full of big bills and small the palace stood, 
All various, each a perfect whole. 

Unknit from Nature, fit for every mood 
Of my superior soul. 


For some were hung all gaudy green and 


blue 
Like Covent Gardena at the morn; 
Imps with lank cheeks and currant eyes 


askew 
And wreathéd satyr-horn. 
One seemed all black and red—like Alum’s 


san 
With Something ogling there alone, 
A subterhuman shape, with spectral 


ands, 
And surplusage of bone. 
One showed an inky coast and steely | 


waves, 
Shaped like flat-irons big and small ; | 
With orange-coloured nymphs who wanted | 
shaves, 
Else vestured scarce at all. 
And one a full-fed satyr waddling slow, 
With harpies on a purple plain, 
— horrors in a hideous row, 
ancing like imps insane. 


And one a causeway black with chunks and 


crags 
Beyond some snaking lights, and higher 
Two haggard shapes with serpentining 


scrags, 
And eyes of lurid fire. 
Nor these alone, but every landscape 
oa, 
Smudge-slopped and inkily be-lined, 
— by vaporous shapes of fiendish 
ear, 
Like nought that is designed. 
* * 


Or a maid-monster just let loose from 


tyx, 
Nondescript, nameless, flat of form, 
Tangled in arabesyues—a curious fix— 
ike rigging in a storm : 
With eyes oblique which stared but could 


not see, 
A scarlet porter’s knot her hair, 
Wound round green temples; lips curled 
moekingl 
Sky-blue her Donan bare. 
Nor these alone: but each chimera quaint 
Which the supreme artistic mind 
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“THE ANCHOR’S WEIGHED.” 


(Sketched on an Excursion Steamer.) 


Longing for beaut ‘and for humes mood, 
And freshness of the morn. 

But in dark corners of her palace stood 
Those spectral shapes; and unawares 

She shrank from phantasies in ink and 








Shaped from the inane, was there, in | 
lurid paint, 
Like nought in life designed. 
oe * . 
“Oh, all things rare to sate my morbid 
Yh , dh hat pl 
Oh, s an ues that please me 
oan . 


Oh, bogey faces! Oh, mad phantasies! 
My , with whom I dwell! 


“ Oh, —) -Y~ isolation which art mine, 
I can but count thee perfect gain, 
Watching the drudging droves of wash and 


line, 
The pretty and the plain!” 
* _ * 


Art’s horrible nightmares ; 
And shapeless shades wrapt in fuliginous 


flame, 
And with lewd lips, faun-foreheads, all ; 
And was compelled to turn, for very 


ame, 
Their faces to the wall. 
So when the boom was wholly finishéd, 
She threw its relics all away. 
So my soul throve and prospered, several | “It is small use to try and sll,” she said, 
| “Posters no longer pay! 


She med it; then a slump befell— («yet pull not down my palace walls, 
hi 


In posters ; though the public has long ears, which ase 
orrors no more would sell. Substantially and strongly built. 


Of subterhuman guil 


Deep dread and loathing of sheer solitude | Art is not all riddles crepuscular, 
t. 


Feil on my soul, from which was born 
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It "LL HAVE TO BE RESTORED, THOUGH.” 


Enthusiast. ‘‘ TH18 18 RATHER A GOOD THING I PICKED UP THE OTHER Day. 


Flippant Friend, ‘‘Wuy, WHOM DID YOU SNEAK IT FROM?” 


OR 











I'M AFRAID 








“A WONNER.” 


Amonest much interesting readin 
the current number of the always 
and well-informed Bookman, is a review, 
signed Wittram Wattace, of the cente- 
nary edition of Burns, edited by Mr. 
Hentzey and Mr. Henperson. There 





in 


have been many Wattaces since “Scots |i 


wae hae” bled with the original Wit. 
| A glance down this review convinces 
| Tosy, M.P., that this particular W. W. 
| is none other than his esteemed colleague 
| in the House, the Member for Edinburgh. 
| Mr. Wattace does not like Mr. Hentey, 
nor does he hanker after Mr. Henperson. 
They have the same effect upon him as is 
wrought by the blameless presence of the 


Squire or Matwoop seated on the front 
Opposition Bench in the House of Com- 
mons. He begins his article in the self-re- 
strained manner in which he preluded his 
last attack on his esteemed leader for 
temporary absence from the of duty— 
a homily interrupted, it will be remem- 
bered, by the Squree’s solemnly stalkin 
in. Before proceeding far he breaks fort 
into full invective, and knocks together 
the heads of the hapless joint editors till 
one does not know which is Hznuzy and 
which HenpErson. 

Mr. Wautace’s indignation culminates at 
the discovery that the editors dismiss the 


first poem in the first volume, “The Twa) corn 


Dogs,” without note explanatory of the 


‘is the meaning of wonner?” he angrily 
reall 





epithet, “Wee blastit wonner.” “ What 


asks. If he y wants to know, 
he should look up The Old Curiosity 
Shop. “Miss Satty’s such a wonper, 
she is,” said the Marchioness, on the oc- 
casion of Dick Swiveller’s first visit to the 
kitchen of the Brass household. “Such 
a what?” asked Dick. “Such a wonner,” 
the Marchioness repeated. 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Sojourner in North Britain goes Salmon- | 
fishing with a New Young Woman. 


Far from the busy haunts of men, 
’Mid hazel, heather, gorze, 

You are the Beauty of the glen, 
And I the Beast, of course. 

I fetch and carry at your wish, 
I wait your beck and nod, 

And yet your soul is with that fish, 
Your ardour in your rod. 





He struggles hard, gives now a lunge, 
Like oe in the ring, 
And now he executes a plunge 
That makes your tackle spring ; 
And then again he quiet lies, 
As if in cunning thought 
Of how to lose this worst of flies 
That he so gladly caught. 


Anon we see his silver back 
Rush madly up the stream, 
And then he takes another tack, 
An effort that’s supreme ; 
He tries to leap the rocky wall 
That environs the pool. 
How hot that rush! How low that fall! 
While you are calm and cool. 


You utter not a word; your wrist 
Must surely be of steel ; 

For, let your captive turn or twist, 
You never spend the reel. 

But wita your eye fast fixed you stand— 
Diana with a hook— 

Determined that good grilse to land, 
And bring your fly to book. 


Well done! He weakens! With the gaff 
I’m ready for the prey. 

And now you give a little laugh 

at means “ He must give way!” 

“Look out!” you cry. I do look out, 
And then I lose my head. 

You’ve missed the fish without a doubt, 
But captured me instead ! 








At Battle Abbey. 


Guide. This is the Banqueting ’All 
American Tourist (looking at his watch). 
Cceme, stow that. If you’ll only point 
out the bedchamber in which ing 
Harotp died, I’ll make tracks. What! 
didn’t pay in his checks here? Then I 
won’t be imposed on any longer. It’s my 
belief there never was any Battle of Hast- | 
ings. The whole thing’s a tarnation fraud! | 
[Exit angrily with family and 
grip-sacks. 


The Poet and his Love. | 








(A Lapsus Lingue.) 
He. I see that you wear brown boots, | 
sweetheart—a sign of the falling of the | 
ear. | 
. She. Yes, it is in concord with the de- | 
cadence of the leaf. 
He. Say rather with the cutting of the | 


" [And then the match was broken off | 
through no fault of his. 
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CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 


Dearest Ernerinpa,—I have done it, moi qui vous parle. 
Henceforward look upon me as devoted to the most reckless 
dissipation on the most immoral lines. That I am sure is the 
impression which my conduct would suggest at Little Pigglewick, 
where your dear father has for so many years and so vehemently | 
inveighed from the pulpit against the sins of the turf, on the | 
Sunday before the Derby. And yet I, who was at one time a | 
lambkin in his flock, have strayed among the wolves, and actually 
ween the race for the St. Leger Stakes at Doncaster, which till 
then I only knew by reason of its succulent butter-scotch. 

It was in this wise. Papa and I were staying at the Niss.e- 
THORPE-N opBEs’s, near York, when Lord Argruur POLE im- 
plored me to accept a seat on his coach (which he takes about with 
ites like a hat box), and, ma mie, as does the damsel in the play, 
I fell before les beaux yeux de son altesse. Lord Artruur is one 
of those unfortunate noblemen who is married but not wedded. 
Many years ago, when a mere boy, he was entrapped by the | 
charms of a female (I cannot call her anything else), who posed | 
in the emp eer ranks of a theatrical company, collected for 
the purpose of showing the advantage of beauty unadorned. e, 
as he has often told me, out of pure chivalry espoused this | 
creature. He was sans peur if she was not sans reproche. I 
need not tell you how the ill-fated alliance ended; but this I do 
know, it was all her fault. He has given her, in the noblest | 
way possible, every chance of releasing herself from this odious 
entanglement, but she refuses to accept the opportunities. | 
Meantime she is a constant drain on his income and a stumbling- 
block in his career. “Ah, Kaps” (we are on most friendly 
terms), he said, only the other night, “if you only knew what 

| it is to bear it and grin.” Papa says that Lord Arruur was refer- 
ring to the Stock Exchange ; but I never take any account of his 
remarks. 

| Mrs. Puanracenet-Nisps, who of course was of the party, sug- 

| gested a “sweep” over the great event. I did not at first grasp | 
her meaning, thinking it had something to do with smoky | 
chimneys. Not so the rest of the party, and we were very | 
shortly afterwards, after paying five shillings a-piece, engaged 
in taking slips of paper out of Mr. NrsstetHorrs-Nosses’s hat. 

I drew a horse called Phebus Apollo (quel joli nom !), but nobody 

thought I should win; though Mr. Swinsurne Jenxrns offered 

me ten shillings for my chance of taking the ne “Pas si 
béte!” I replied, much to the discomfiture of the poet. Lady 

Typra Trecat, having obtained H.R.H.’s noble steed Per- 
| simmon, was so elated that she handed a whole five-pound note 

toa smart-looking individual, who implored her “to back her 
| fancy for a place.” But when the Prince conquered, he did not 
-poeer t> pay her Ladyship her winnings. Sir WiLLovcHBy 

‘gar said that he must have come from Wales. I did not 
know that the gallant little principality, so famous for its leeks, 
Sir Watkin WitiiamMs-WyYww and Mr. Luovp-Groror, could be 
capable of producing such inhabitants; but Sir WiLovensy re- 
marked that he had never come across such unscrupulous beings 
as those who are born the legitimate subjects of the Heir Ap- 
parent to the throne of Great Britain. In this opinion he was 
supported by Mr. Kamp-Turicon, who was exceedingly annoyed 
that his sister should have imperilled five shillings with the same 
unprincipled individual. 

Mr. Swinsurne Jenxrns, who insisted on our drinking to 
the memory of poor James tHe Fourts of Scotland, it being the 
anniversary of Flodden Field, at once began an ode on the race, 
He wrote on the back of an envelope, and I know that the first 
two lines ran :— 





“* Light the beacon on Snowdon and mighty Plinlimmon ! 
For the tale that is told of the hero Persimmon.” 


There was a good deal more, but the groom, who looked after 
the refreshments, inadvertently swept the paper into the ice- 
pail, where the fugitive lines were speedily destroyed, to the 
great and natural wrath of the bard. Lord Arrnuur—toujours 
a propos—said that Mr. Jenkins ought to be called “the Water 
poet, with a(n) ice sentiment.” It would be useless for me to 
attempt to describe the scene. This intoxicating combination 
of colour and life, the Yorkshire dialect, the yells and the cheers 
when H.R.H.’s success was known, made me feel quite reck- 
less, despite the doleful drizzle, and I threw pence to the negro 
minstrels with the prodigality of an Eastern satrap. And the 
costumes! There were some actresses in a break near our coach 





whose head-dresses suggested a flower show of the Royal Horti- 
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cultural Society. These ladies looked wickedly nice in grass 
lawn and lace, which Mrs. Piantacenxt-Nisss—who is always 
inclined to be nasty—said would give their mothers no trouble 
to renovate, as they were mangled riaer gr eg the _——., atten- 
tions of their male friends. I noticed that Papa seemed some- 
what annoyed by the presence of ces dames, and carefully avoided 
looking at them. 

Not so Lord Arruur, who waved his hat to the party, and 
afterwards entered into conversation with them. But, as usual, 
noblesse oblige ; Lord A. says that he feels it his duty to be all 
things to all women. I need not write more, for you will have 
read the daily papers, but I most strongly advise you, after going 
to races, to breakfast on the following morning as I did—taking 
the advice of dear Lord Artuur—on the soda water, which is 
always associated with the name of——* and the red herring, 
for which Messrs.——* are so celebrated in the fish-curing world 
And yet for lunch I ate heartily of roast partridges, though it 
is so cruel to kill these, the dearest, plumpest, and most tooth- 
some little birds in the world. 

Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, 
* Both names indecipherable.— Ep. 


Kang. 








EARLY BIRDS. 
British Beauty. An early marriage is very well, 
With a good income, and a carriage! 
American Beauty. Have you a chance of that? Do tell! 
Yank dollars tempt the British swell, 
My dollars spring from an oil-well, 
Bo I shall make an Karl-y marriage! 
British Beauty (sorrowfully). As a Republican sure you ought 


not to. 
You do dishonour to your dear democracy! 
American Beauty (smartly). Oil-well that ends well! That, dear, 
is my motto ; 
An oil-well sometimes ends in—aristocracy ! 





























“THE EUROPEAN POWERS.” 


Powers? Hard by the Golden Horn 
Those satyr lips, as cold as cruel, 
Must curl in sly, sardonic scorn! 

Will nothing serve as kindling fuel 
To fire the chilly “ Christian ” Reont, 
Or move from apathetic meekness 
The timid thralls of mode and mart ? 

Powers? What then is craven weak- 
ness ? 
From Thames to Neva runs all blood 
_ As icily as the pole-world frozen ? 


| Kaisers and Tzars, in fulsome mood, 


May dub each other “ Christian cousin,” 
War lord, or knightly emperor ; 
And he, the Unspeakable, sits smiling 
At “Christian Powers,” of spirit poor, 
Who waste in mutual revilin 
The black-winged hours, like birds of prey | 
Full gorged with carrion, vulture, raven, 
Flapping in the full light of day, 
Fearless of Christian kings 
craven | 
What marvel carrion-fowls are bold 
When full-armed war lords pale and | 
palter, 
Like angry spinsters chide and scold, 
But at “the name or action” falter ? 
Meanwhile the death-heaps swell and | 
swell, 
Mercy, a pale and piteous pleader, 
Weeps helpless at the gates of hell, 
The Christian crowd calls for—a leader | 
Who cometh not! Each lord, each chief, | 
In diplomatic bonds entangled, 
Searce dares to stir. No strong belief 
Moves any man. The “Powers” have 
_  _ wrangled, 
Worried, and watched; but none dares 


turned 


cut 
The Gordian knot, drawn redder, tighter, 
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But him, with sinister eyes half shut 
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DEER-STALKING MADE EASY. 


THe PATENT Sitent Moror-CrRaw.er. 








In scorn, who mocks at crown and| rather nervous. I have tried nearly every 
mitre. |patent medicine sold, and have been re- 
Who'll lead? who'll strike? the peoples |tused admittance at two hospitals. A 
cry. new prescription would be welcomed by 


Amateur Mepicine Man. 


An Eartuty Parapise.—Where is a 
good place to go to for the autumn, 
Seed, where I can get all English com- 
forts, and meet no English people? Must 
be between 3,500 and 2,500 feet up, warm, 


Impotent seems appeal or urging ; 
Yet, hid from cold official eye, 
Christian humanity seems upsurging, 
To those who watch. Wistful appeal 
To an old leader, worn and weary, 
Proves what small trust the people feel 
In younger chiefs, callous or cheery. 


7 , . ’ and at the same time bracing, with 
Who'll stir? Dae ll strike? Scant an- southern aspect, good cooking, . terms 
te Eh about five francs a day en nN, 


The throned assassin lolls and lowers, 
Mocking, with Crescent crimson-wet, 
Powerless things called “Christian 
Powers.” 


liberal table d’héte, thoroughly conscien- 
tious proprietor (Low Church preferred), 
and a separate iron staircase outside each 
bedroom window in case of fire. 

Easy To PiEase. 


Henoovuracine.—Could anyone tell me 








QUEER QUERIES. 


AuTUMN ARRANGEMENTS.—I am about to way Bu, onions bee Sm Seen od — 
take a late holiday, and wish to see Swit- | ting P po The time back? 1 placed 
zerland, the Austrian Tyrol, Italy, and Ma-| er on the eggs—three dozen of them— 


deira. Can I get there and back, and tour | 
about for three weeks for £4 10s.? If not, | 
would some other tourist take me with | 
him and pay my expenses, if in return I | 
looked after the luggage, secured rooms 
at hotels, and so on? I don’t know any 
foreign language, and have never been 
abroad before, but am active and easy 
to get on with when not ruffled. 
Quite ACCOMMODATING. 


somewhere in June, and shut her up in 
an outhouse under a bucket, as I was told 
this was the proper way. She has not 
| been out since, though I feed her at in- 
tervals. Shall I really have to wait till 
Christmas for the brood, as a friend 
suggests “that I may pullet off by that 
date”? N.B.—The hen seems to be 
getting thinner.—Povu.itry Patroness. 

} 





Arms to Heatta.—Will some medical 
man (without fee) advise me as to my 
health? I am often unable to sleep more 
than eight or nine hours, and after sitting 
in a draught for a long time I am apt to 
catch a cold in the head. Then, after a 
full meal, with unlimited spirits, 
perience a feeling of more than Armenian 


‘At the Cric-Crac Restaurant. 


Customer (looking at bill). Here, waiter, 
there’s surely some mistake in this total. 

Waiter (politely). Zehn thousand par- 
dons, Sir! Mit my usual garelessness | 
have added in ze date and vorgot to 
charge you for ze butter. 








loppression. These symptoms make me | 





| 
| 
| 
| 
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“THE WAR LORD.” 


“HE, THE WAR LORD OF A MOST MIGHTY HOST, WILL YET ONLY EMPLOY HIS TROOPS IN 
THE PROTECTION OF PEACE.”—Reference to the Tzar by the German Emperor at Gérlita. 
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| THE COMPLETE SPEECH-MAKER. 


We are enabled to give the following 
extracts from a very important collection 
of speeches, to be published shortly. 
the tirst of the series, on “the floating 
form of the knightly emperor” was de- 
livered at Gérlitz on the Sth inst. 

To the King of the Belgians.—Oh, royal 
ruler of Belgium and King of the Congo! 
with great joy see I yet again thy tiny 
and delicate figure! ‘Thou too lovest to 
travel as I, and goest from Saturday to 
| Monday to Cortu, or to Montreux for the 
day. Hail, royal fellow-tripper! In this 
speech say I no word about LOTHAIRE, ex- 
cept that, if he a German been had, never 
had we even him tried. I love such men, 
if only they Germans are. Now say I yet 
again that the sight of thy sweet and 
sylphlike shape my stern soldier-life 
sweetens. Some day perhaps come I to 
Ostend my luck at thy gambling tables to 
try. Then canst thou perhaps me a tip 
give. Hoch! hoch! hoch! 

lo the King of Spain.—Oh, mighty 
monarch, successor of the sovereigns who 
the rich realms of Spain ruled, gladly 
gaze I again at thy terrible and towering 
torm! Hadst thou a German been, then 
in my Pomeranian Grenadiers wouldst 
thou nobly served have. But now fights 
thine army against the rebels in Cuba. I 
drink, oh colossal King, to the success of 
thy soldiers! If thou me to say couldst, 
whether this a good time Havana cigars 
cheap to buy is, very much obliged would 
IL be. Hoch! hoch! hoch ! 

To the Sultan.—Oh, courageous Com- 
mander of the Faithful, how rejoice I 
thine alert and active form, ever fearless 
in the fight for the good of that nation 
which so happy as to call thee its ruler is, 
to see! Thou lovest not a life of luxury 
and laziness. Thou leavest not thy people 
to the merey of murderous miscreants. 
Strive then as ever, oh, Sultan! sleepless 
in thy solicitude for thy subjects. And if 
thou, whom but sherbet drinkest, in the 
cellars of Yildiz Kiosque some ‘rare old 
wines discover shouldst seo some tip- 
top tokay or some sublime lay forget 
not thy friend, the ruler of Germany, 
where temperance in words or deeds not 
enforced is. Hoch! hoch! hoch! 

To the French President. —Oh, proud 
and peerless President, successor of the 
never-to-be-forgotten and altogether-un- 
surpassable Emperor NaPo.tgon THE First, 
as thy fairylike form forward before our 
fascinated faces floats, see we in thee the 
eminent embodiment of the lithe and 
lightsome lissomeness of thy nimble na- 
tion, and, more than ever, long I thy cap- 
tivating and coruscating capital to visit, 
in order there to see, perhaps at the 
Casino de Paris or the Moulin Rouge, 
forms that in the daring dance even 
more freely than thine float! Perhaps in 
the year 1900 come I. Auf wiedersehen! 
Hoch! hoch! hoch! 








_“G. B.,”_ writing from New York, 
U.S.A., sends a cheque for £4 “for the 
Little Hero,” which has been fo . 
He says, “ Perha Leonarp STEELE 
wants a bicycle, and this may help him to 
get one, and let him know that at least 
one American appreciates his noble deed.” 





Nore spy a Naturalist 1x THe Hien- 
LanDs.— The only parallel to the grey 





mare in connubial circles is the grey hen. 


A FEW HOURS IN PARIS—AT THIS 
MOMENT. 
(By Our Travelling Impressionist.) 

Start from Victoria at 9 p.m. Train 
gets punctually to Dover at quarter to 
eleven. Then by capital new boat Dover 
(vice the Wave, Foam and Breeze super- 
seded) to France in a little over the hour. 
At the Gare Maritime. Twenty minutes 
for excellent refreshment. n route. 
Carri Amiens at 3.40. Paris two 
hours later. Douane, and café ay lait 
—s the Gare du Nord. en in the 
early morning a drive to the hotel. Room 
rea (for you have written for it), and 
rest for a couple of hours. Bath, contents 
of portmanteau utilized, and grande tenue 
for the Boulevards. 

As to dress. Of course quite right to 
silk hat. But no one wearing 
it. ion, brigand’s cut-down chapéau 
in soft grey felt. Parisians assume 
band with white one added. Americans 
same idea, but garnished with diamonds. 

To lunch. Can’t do better than keep to 
your hotel, a hostelrie which is famous for 


its courtyard, just opposite the Grand 
pee, and in the very centre of Paris. 

ors d’cuvres, two plats at choice, and 
accessories. If accompanied by wife, prac- 
tically four dishes at will. You select 
three. Then you look out for a fourth. 
An old French officer, decoré, is eating 
a very good. Apparently chicken, 
game, and carrots. “ Pot au feu francais,” 
no doubt. You order it. aiter recom- 
mends that your selection shall come last, 
as “it takes some time in preparation.” 
You agree. You breakfast. You are pre- 
ey (after the practically three dishes) 
or a plate of bones—to toy with. You 
look forward to your pot aw feu. It ar- 
rives. Oh, despair! (as said in the Eng- 
lish translation to the opera books). Oh, 
horror! (see same source). It is a big 
tureen of steaming soup! 

Having lunched, what to do? Streets 
full of Americans. Shops prepared for 
the United States market. nnets com- 
poe chiefly of precious stones worn in 

igh heaps on the left side. Cloaks (drab) 
with Medicis collars, are sufficiently gor- 
geous for New York. Otherwise nothing 
particularly novel, save enormous ruffles 
extending from back to waist. 

Usual monuments. In the hands of the 
U. 8. A. Louvre interesting, but scarcely 
as crowded as the Grands Magasins 
ditto. Versailles played out. All the 
rest. ditto. Driving the same as ever. 
When in doubt (saith the golden rule of 
Cocher) run over an “ Anglais.” Cochers 
(to judge from their dri ) always in 

loubt. Mo*or carriages in full operation 





| behind the Madeleine. They go on rails to 


Asniéres. Last-mentio a few 
years ago—when one was a boy—delightful 
=, utiful hills, calm turfed banks, 

river. Little cemetery on the 
benks— quiet spot for last home. As- 
niéres up to date. Smoke, chimneys and 
Seaatiidiesion. River slate - coloured. 
Cemetery full and closed, and masked 
with hideous hoardings, covered with flar- 
ing advertisements. Motor carriages get 
to Asniéres to the terror of horses draw- 
ing carriages. Gee-gees rush out of their 
way sometimes by trying to climb the 
statues recently erected to ALEXANDRE 
Dumas pére and pz Ngvvi.ie. 

Dinner. To those who know, always 
excellent. Now for a theatre. selec- 
tion from a list of old favourites, 7'he 
Bells of Corneville, Round the World in 
Eighty Days, the originals of half-a-dozen 
comic operas done into English many years 
ago. For the rest, that performance 
(so much in evidence at this season of the 
year) “reldche.” At the music halls noth- 
ing startling. At the Palais de |’Indus- 
trie an “exposition” of Le Thédtre et la 
Musique. usic and the drama chiefly 
represented by stalls for the sale of pa- 
tent pottery and home-made beer. In 
addition (to give local colouring) an inter- 
national orchestra. Advice to those who 
hate to be done—avoid the exhibition in 
the Champs Elysées. ‘ 

You have seen Paris. You have dined 
thrice and breakfasted four times. Is 
there more to do? Yes, to return. Pay 
hotel bill. Complain of being treated as 
Cerberus—three persons rolled into one. 
Ordered single liqueur, charged for a tri- 

let. Blot upon an otherwise satisfactory 

ocument. Leave Gare du Nord at 9, 
arrive at Victoria before 6. Entertain- 
ment between whiles, two short railway 
journeys, and a pleasant Grand 
result, increased love for “ Home, sweet 
home,” and English now spoken (tempo- 
rarily) with a slight Parisian accent. 


At Whitby. 


Visitor (to Ancient Mariner, who has 
been relating his experiences to crowd of 
cdairers). Then do you mean to tell us 
that you actually reached the North Pole ? 

Ancient Mariner. No, Sir; that would 
be a perwersion of the truth. But I seed 
it a-stickin’ up among the ice just as 
plain as you can this spar, which I plants 
in the sand. It ma me thirsty to 
think of that marvellous sight, we being 
as it were parched wi’ cold. R 

[A. M.'s distress promptly relieved 
by audience. 


A Meat Rewarp.—The New Zealand 
pers announce that the exportation of 
ome lamb to Great Britain has ex 
all previous records. Naturally the result 
is mint-sauce on hand at the Bank of 
England. 


Remark sy ovr Privitecep Poxitician. 
—*“ Lord Lonpowpsrry hurling invectives 
at the Government for releasing some of 
the Irish dynamitards reminds me of a 


of | man sending coals to Saissury.” 


Aw “Ovt-ciper.”—The Head Constable 


of Hereford reports that drunkenness = 
vails in that ancient cathedral town. e 
deceitful apple must be again at work. 
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EXPLICIT. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue anonymous writer of Here and 
There Memories (Fisner Unwix) under- 
takes a perilous task. In ed experi- 
ence, my Baronite finds few more 
wearisome than the company of man 
who fancies himself as a story-teller. His 
existence is made endurable by the fact 
that he is usually constrained by a time 
limit. He can tell his stories only as long 
= So Gee Se H—R— a 6 
whole volume to fill, po out page 
after page of anecdote, So do kim justice, 
without — of sequence. Some are 

ers 


good; o uire for full enjoyment a 
prelimi gan of punch and a contem- 
porary pull at the pipe. 


aban 
rience has been extensive jar. 
He has rollicked through life much after 
the fashion of Charles O’Malley, and Tom 
Burke of Ours. He has known everyone, 
from the Emperor NaPotzon to Jacques 
Ex, money-lender of Great n Street, 
Westminster. Of these two he tells what 
is not the least amazing story in the book. 
“ Napotzon III.,” he writes, “did not for- 
t Ex1, whom he had known as Prince 
Lovis Napotzon Bonaparte.” 
But perhaps R—H—N did not really mean 
to affirm that the money-lender had been 
posing as the Prince. It is a e 
of conjunctions, and grammar is not our 
authors strong point. It shows how, 
even when he means to be serious, an 
Irishman drops into drollery. 





The Seats of the Mighty is the infelici- 

tous title given by Gitpert Parker to his 

Unele Harry. ** AND Dip NAUGHTY DADA WHACKY-WHACK PooR MEDJ& !” latest romance, which seems like a poor 
Medjé. ‘*'Is8, Uncie |” imitation of his own style and manner. 
Unele Harry. ‘‘ Ou, Poor OLD GikL! AND WHERE DID HE WHACKY-WHACK You }” It begins well, but soon ceases to be in- 


Medjé. ‘‘ Ex—-ER—ON THE B-B-BACK OF MY Tummy, UNcLE!” 


teresting. Tae Baron. 








LITLE DE WIGHT. | 

Dear Misizr,—After to have visited my friends in Scotland, 
I am come here to Sandown to pass some days at—chez, how say | 
you ?—one other friend. It is a long voyage, but in the superb | 
sleeping from Edimbourg to London one sleeps so well—ah but, 


so well!—that one gets himself up the morning fresh as some | 
daisies, a8 one says in your country. And one pays all simply | 
five shillings of supplement. That is very little. From is | 


to Cannes one pays 100 francs. Only two times the distance, 
and sixteen times the price! Ah, the drolls of little trains on 
your Island of Wight! They are as droll as the bathings 
machines at Sandown, only they go not so rapidly. Sometimes 
English mock themselves of our french trains. 
plain yourself also of your trains to you, above all in the south 
— of land. But go then to essay your trains of the Island of 
Jight, and you will not laugh more of the french trains. It is all 
this that he has there of the most drolls. And also of the most dears. | 
The prices are changed without veasing. They are changed for 
the soldiers, for the sailors, for the childs, for the workmen, | 
for the yachtmen, for the excursionists, for the families. One | 
day the price is more, one other day he is less. If one voyages | 
by one train there will be the prices of the third class, by one 
other train not at all. There is the ticket of the third class, but 
no waggon of the thirds. There is the waggon of the seconds, | 
less comfortable than the thirds of the other english railways, 
but the prices are the ordinary prices of the firsts. The prices | 
of the firsts are enormous, and these waggons, in summer, are 
ordinarily full of the voyagers of the third class, for whom there | 
was not enough of place in the seconds. 
Thus often I am forced to mount in the fourgon des bagages— 
the baggages truck—with the conductor of the train. Figure | 
to yourself how I seated myself—me Aveustr—at the middle of 
the baggages! But I laughed, and my friend laughed, and the 
conductor laughed, and alldays—toujours—I offered to the con- 
ductor a cigar, and he took it to smoke chez Iwi, and said | 
“Thangui, maounsiah.” They are brave boys, those conductors | 
there. And they said all “ Maounsiah,” as all the men of the 
people in your country, and I compreherded not of all, until to 





that my friend told me this word is all simply “M’sieu” in 
english. A la bonne heure! But we amused ourselves well. 

The most part of the trains go very slowly. The grande 
vitesse is truly petite vitesse—little quickness—and we go all by 
the little quickness as if we were baggages. But there is one 
train which is superb, it is the Orient Express of the Island of 
Wight, the rapid from Ride to Ventnor. At Sandown it is one 
of the objects of interest to see to pass this train. He traverses 
the country like a meteor, before one can speak, as you say in 
your country, of Joun Rosinson, he is gone. It is marvellous! 
And I go to tell you it, I have not seen him of all! 

Several times +! friend and me we walked ourselves to the sta- 
tion towards the three hours to see pass the express. Sometimes 


owever you com- | We were in delay—en retard—sometimes the train was in delay and 


we waited not. One time I saw on the horizon a cloud of dust, 
but the train came not, he had passed, he went himself away to 
Ventnor. In fine one day we waited at the station, we resolved 
ourselves to see him. It was tedious. But we waited. Then 


my friend said “Let us cross the line and wait on the other | 


platform.” I consented, I followed my friend, we descended 
the steps, we were in the tunnel. At that instant there we 
heard a noise at above, a noise as the thunder, we hastened our- 
selves, we ran, we mounted the steps as fast as ible, but still 
one time, parbleu—by blue—I was too late! I heard, but I 
had not seen, the Orient Express of the Island of Wight. 
Agree, &c., AUGUSTE. 








A Blast from Brummagem. 
Joszra pats Heaty on the back! 
But give him Home Rule? No! 
Tm =e be cleverest of the pack, 
irmingham ’s aglow 
To fight for the old Union Jack, 
Led on by Union Jor! 








Mixtonic Morto ror THE East Lonpon Warer-Service (com- 
mmnted & Bie. Crookenden).—“ They also serve who only stand 
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THE ELEMENT 


Mr. Pryer. “‘ AH, HOW PURELY SWEET!” 


MY 
YA 





emre re 


E. 


RPRIS 


OF SU 
“INK!!!” 
[Enter the Lady of the House. 








PROVINCIAL SKETCHES. 
No. L—OUR TOWN. 
Tus is our town. What say you, Sir ?—A trifle dull and flat, Sir ? | 
I beg you will not speak of us in such a way as that, Sir, 
| For, whatsoever others in their ignorance may think, Sir, 
We know ourselves Creation’s cream and Culture’s very pink, Sir. 
What do we do ?—Well, mostly after breakfast, sun or rain, Sir, 
We play a round of golf, and after lunch we play again, Sir ; 
| And after dinner we discuss the fortunes of the day, 
Or comment pretty freely on our adversaries’ play. 
We can’t imagine how we came to foozle at the burn ; 
We vow it was the vilest luck, that stimy at the turn ; 
| You noticed our long iron from the bunker at the seventh, Sir ? 
And what a fluke the Major made approaching the eleventh, Sir! 





But if you ’re not a golfer, we have lions here ad libitum, 
And I shall be delighted, I assure you, to exhibit ’em ; 
We'll take the churches first, I think—there’s something like 
a score of them, 
Or pessibly, for aught I know, there may be rather more of them. 
there ’s the Parish Kirk. The style? Well, no, not per- 
, Peng ape . - 
‘or does it much resemble any other in icular. 
Beside it is the Catholic Church, behind iP the  * 
And higher up the Methodists’, and lower down the Free, 
And up the court the Baptists, down the slum the Congrega- 
tionalists, 
And here and there and everywhere still more denominationalists. | 


see 





But here we are at Market Street. Look round you as you enter! 
This is the spot our parsons call “The city’s pulsing centre,”— 
A phrase we never fail to hear with faithful regularity 
Whenever the collection is in aid of local charity. 


Perhaps, if you ’re a Cockney, used to London noise and riot, Sir, 

Our other roads may possibly appear a little quiet, Sir ; 

Few people drive about them but the butcher or the grocer, 

Our North Street is not quite the Strand, nor Paternoster Row, 
Sir. 

But here, at least, in Market Street, there’s always something 
going on, 

Here, as the parsons say, “the tide of life is ever flowing on,” 

I told you so! Come when you will, there ’s something still to see, 

And look! There’s Grip, the butcher's bull-dog, ‘hention for 


a flea! 

And there ’s the butcher, too, by Jove, with portly corporation, 

Who watches Grip’s exciting sport in lazy contemplation. 

And there is May—alack the day!—the milkman’s pretty 
daughter, Sir, 

Replenishing the milk-cans from a pail of chalk-and-water, Sir! 

But hold! Why dally with the deeds of vulgarised democracy ? 

For lo! here comes the jewel of our local aristocracy ! 

Ah! Miss Joanna meets mine eye, Minerva-like Divinity! 

More chaste than Dian, pure as snow—unparalleled Virginity ! 

She comes! She comes! We'll cross the street and reverently 
greet her, 

And p’rhaps ‘twill be as well to drop this somewhat flippant 
metre, 

And our cigars. She brooketh not the odours of Havannah, Sir, 

Now, are you ready? Then, here goes! Allow me—Miss Joanna, 
Sir 


Overhe 
Sanitarian. By hook or crook a man must drink and wash, 
The poorest has a whistle, and must wet it! 
Slum Dweller. Get it by hook or crook? Oh, that’s all bosh! 
By hook or Crook(enden) I cannot get it! 
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AN IRISH TRAFFIC RETURN. 


Scene—-Rural Railway Station. Time—S8.30 A.M. 


Traffic Superintendent. ‘‘Ha'¥ AN HOUR LATE, G’yarD! H'wart's 
ints Teats WAITING FoR?” 
(Huard, * Sunk, WE'RE WAITING FoR THE PassenaerR, Sonn!” 











INTERVIEWING A RAINMAKER. 
(Being Pages from a very modern Log-book.) 


fA gentleman in the Isle of Wight claims to be able to control the weather 
by means of ** ( idyllic force.’ } 


Trvurspay being about as sopping and miserable a day as one 
could imagine, | automoted down, on behalf of Mr. Punch, to 
ite rview the modern rainmaker in his villa at Beachdown upon 
the subject. 

“Good afternoon,” I timidly remarked, as I found the wizard 
perspiring in his shirt-sleeves, and busily preparing the evening’s 
weather in his laboratory. “I came to ask, if by any chance——” 

“Don’t disturb me, pray,” ejaculated the rainmaker. “The 
War Office authorities have not paid me the twopence a head I 
demanded for providing fine weather during the manouvres, and 
so I will make it hot—I mean damp—for them, with a vengeance. 
By Jove, Sir, the country shall pay for it! I’ll teach them a 
lesson. Besides, I’ve a friend who’s an umbrella-maker, and I 
owe him a good turn.” 

“ But, if you would kindly 

“Yes, yes, I know what you were going to say. But I’m not 
just at present in a kindly frame of mind, and the United King- 
dom has got to know it. I showed you London people a cumple 
of my powers on Tuesday night, if you remember the little thing 
in the way of thunderstorms that I turned off. I should have 
let that loose on Salisbury Plain instead, if the London County 
Council had only advanced me the little sum, the absurdly in- 
adequate amount of three thousand pounds I asked for. How- 
ever, I let them off easily, on the whole, and, besides, gave the 
East London Water Company a bonus in the shape of extra 
But there, the way some things are mismanaged! 
Take that Solar Eclipse, now.” 

“Yes, that was a failure!” 

“Well, would you believe it. 


” 





I had arranged for the whole 


thing to be a most brilliant success, steady light, no clouds or 
canta to interfere, for a paltry two thousand pounds. I 
waited for it up to the last moment, but as my honorarium was 
not forthcoming, of course I had to let them go on a false errand. 
Those astronomers will be wiser next ‘ime, I fancy! It is merely 
a matter of pounds, shillings, and pence.” 

“You have a scale of fees, then?” 

“Certainly; here it is,” said the cloud-compeller, producing 
a document in the following terms : — 


WEATHER TARIFF. 
Terms ; Cash on Delivery ; Reduction on taking a Quantity. 
Families supplied during the holiday season. 
Parishes or counties contracted for by the year. 


£ s.d. 
GED GROWER cdccocsctis c0cessccceqentceccesigntememmsediihe zk © 
Thunderstorm (sufficient to damage Rival Picnic) 310 0 
Constant Drizzle (for those who like their Sundays 
f° RES AS: Lee 417 6 
Regular Soaker (especially adapted for Duck- aie 
ED * cacesendotdntnssevecosecccsccsbesscessqonmecce 0 
Fine Days (ordinary, local).....................+--000++ 8 0 0 
Do. for Benos and Bank Holidays, per head ...... 00 2 
Special Brand for Honeymooners, Butterfly- 
catchers, and other Lunatics..................... 10 0 0 
Queen’s Weather (Town or Country) ............... 20 0 0 
Blizzard (choice and reliable, adapted for the 
See ee 30 0 0 
Fog (best London, fruity and well-matured, re- 
commended to City Clerks, Burglars, and the 
Oe Re I a ees Dae 3110 0 
Frost, per day (reduction to Skating-clubs and 
OE I Re 35 0 0 
Tidal Wave (for Sensational Reporters) ......... 100 0 0 
Earthquakes, per minute ..............cscesseeeereeees 500 0 0 
ee SE er eee 1,000 0 0 
Do. total, Corona and Appendages complete 2,000 0 0 
Comet (OR GRREIUEDD oo nccccccccccsecsevidinonsecsocenianeas 10,000 0 0 
Precession of the Equinoxes (warranted punctual 
to the tick, with special provision for general 
upset of the Universe, at three months’ 
DE  pcaad need A tacn ean cpiatecceesceiciceruipal 100,000 0 0 


Weather while you wait. Samples sent per Parcel Post. Call 
or write to Chief Clerk, Managing Department, Meteorological 
Bureau, Beachdown, I. W. 

“There,” said the modern J. Pluvius, “take your choice. The 
whole thing’s in a nutshell. What can we do for you?” 

“Thank you,” said I, looking at the steady downpour outside ; 
“T think I'll take two penn’orth of dry goods, if you please.” 

“What! you would insult me?” thundered the latterday St. 
Swithin. “Mr. Punch shall hear of this! Ho, there, turn on 
two waterspouts, a cyclone, a doldrum, four monsoons, three 
sciroccos, a peasoup fog, and six weeks’ drought, this instant, in 
Bouverie Street!” 

I hastily mounted my automotor and travelled back to town, 
but, strange to say, the weather cleared up remarkably in London 
that evening, so the Odylic Odin must have repented of his de- 
cision. or, more probably, his force was powerless against that of 
Mr. Punch. 








TENNYSON FOR TRADESMEN. 
(Adapted by Sir John Lubbock.) 
Ir you’re waking, close us early, close us early, M.P.’s, dear, 
And that will be the happiest day of all the glad new year ; 
Of all the ninety-seven, gents, the gladdest, jolliest day, 
For we shall have time for play, brothers, to close, and get off 
to play! 


Let the two-thirds close us early, close us early, M.P.’s, dear! 
Twelve thousand London tradesmen want that two-thirds vote, 


tis clear. . 
We ’re kept close-bound all the year round. Heed St. Lussock’s 
prayer, ed pe 
Let us cent and get off to play, gents, shut up shop and get off 
to play! 








Mors Americano.—It is said that the candidature of General 
Paumer for the American Presidency has injured Mr. Bryan on 
account of the General’s “sound money” principles. Surely 





this must be another version of “ringing the changes.” 
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Martell’s 





“APENTA” 


THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT 
WATER. 


| Of all Chemists and Mineral 
Water Dealers. 


Prices: 6d., 1s., and Is. 3d. per bottle. 





FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. 


EERINCS sit NEDA 





Coreacen 


| Genes RANDY. 
‘The Best Liqueur 


BSINTHE 
| PERNOD FILS. 








PERNOD FILS ABSINTHE. 


(THE BEST BRAND.) ESTABLISNED 1806. 
At all Bars, Hotels, and Wine Merchants. 
Agents -A. SMYTH @ CIE., 18, Chaussées D’ Antin, 


HOVENDEN’S 











es ay aad ast. 
Parone 
and ide: ‘ea “per > A 
eal 1s GENUINE v ry pbeering 
our and Trade Mark on 
MAD OF ALL, PRMFOMAS, 
Wholesale, 3. . ee & sows, 








To BE 


FOR COMPLAINTS of the STOMACH, LIVER, dc., DRINK 


VICHY CELESTING si 


Bold by all Chemists, Druggists, and Grocers throughout the Kingdom. 
Sole Importers: 
INGRAM & ROYLE, 52, FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





~~ Ome button does it. 


POCKET 
KODAK. 











BRILL’S 
we 2 SEA 
meng 28 SALT. 


REAL GERMAN HOLLOW GROUND 


Aron? RAZOR RAZop 


« APar 


A complete camera on a smal! scale. 

Weighs only 5} ounces. 

Size of Picture, 14 x 2 inches. 

Carries a spocl of light-tight film for 
42 exposures. 


Loaded and unloaded in daylight. 


Fitted with new automatic shutter; 
brilliant view finder. 


PRICE, 
Leaded with 12 Exposures of Film, 


£1 Is. 
EASTMAN... 


oages 17 Oxford: Stal London, Ww. 
Paris: 4 Place Vendéme. 


i “THREE CASTLES 4 GIGARETTES. 


_ om and Fragraat. ae from ee Flas  Gelosted Govwths of = 


Black Dante, ©. Ivory He 
vory Handles, in Kussia leather 








‘itn ‘Sh \ A 


THE “THREE CASTLES” ‘TOBACCO, 


MILD AND FINE CUT (Green Label), Specially s@apted for Cigarettes 
MEDIUM STRENGRE ABD COARSE OUT (Yelew kabel, cirengly fecbmmended for Pipe Smoking 





Beaseas 6r., ¥. & Geet Roan, B.C, Lenses. 


CAN BB bapte ps vaine at aT THE 


ROAD SKATE Co.'s snow rooms, 
R71, Oxford Street, W. 


_~e-eerrr,rrfr TTT" vTT"-- wT, eS 











In Curing 
Torturing 
Disfiguring 

Skin Diseases 


@ticura 


Works Wonders. 


Gold th 
fe oS 1 fos A + 
peat toma. 1, King —jt. 
BRO 


*How t Cure Ekin Diseases,” 72 pages, free. 

















Both kinds are sid in \-on. and %-os. Square Packets, and }-4b, Patent Air-Tight Time, _ 
W.D. & H. O. WILLS, Limited, BRISTOL and LONDON. 
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‘COLD MEDAL, 
| Sealth Exhibition, 
London. 


“ Benger’s Food 
has by its excellence 
| established a reputa- 
| tion of ite own.” 
Brit. Med, Journ 


meke] 


For Infants 
\nvalids and the Aged 








Benger’s Food is sold in Tins by Chemists, dc., everywhere. 


“Retained when 
all other foods are 
rejected. It is in- 


valuable.” 


London Medical 





Enjoyed by Young and Old. 


BIRD’ 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Providee not only delicious Custard, but an endless 
variety of delightfal, dainty dishes. 


NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 





|_NO ECCS! 


‘ 







received 
from Medical 





and brilliantly 
poliahing Brass, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, Platineld, ete 
Can be obtained retail everywhere. Sole Manufacturers:— 
JOSEPH PICKERING & 8ON8, Sheffield. 
EasTCuRar, ao. 


mion Office—St. Gronos'’s Hovss, 












C. Brandauer & Co's 
Circutar-Pointed Pens. 
















GEVEN PRIZE 
MEDALS. 
These 
Reries of 
Pens Write as 
Smoothly as a 
Lead Pencil. Neither 
Seratch nor Spurt, the 
points being rounded by a 
special process Assorted 
Sample Box for 7 stamps from the 











Works, BIRMINGHAM. 





THE BATH—His Turn Next ’ 


From the Original Painting in the Possession of the Proprietors of 


























‘Represents the 


standard of highest 
at 


purity present 


attainable.’’ 
Lancet. 


(as in many of the so- 


called “ pure’’ Foreign 








NO ALKALIES USED | 
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